CHAPTER  XVI.
CHELTENHAM AND WHITBY   (1852). My fathers letter-diary*.
CHELTENHAM, Jan. i8/A, 1852.
Alan Ker has taken four copies of my Ode " My Lords" to send to papers here and there. Mother was delighted beyond measure to see me, making me remorseful that I had not been here before. Alan and Mary seem well and hopeful: they say it is only a fortnight's steam to Jamaica (where he is appointed a judge), and they will not take a large outfit because at any time they can have things from England. Dobson says we could live here much better and cheaper than at Twickenham. I find the air much fresher.
(Apparently answering a query as to Count D'Orsay*^
Jan. 1852.
Count D'Orsay is a friend of mine, co-godfather to Dickens' child with me. He is Louis Napoleon's
1 This he habitually wrote to my mother when absent from home.
2 My father said that before this he had dined with Count D^Orsay and other friends at John Forster's.    The Count was a glorious, handsome fellow, generally dressed in tight-fitting blue coat with gilt buttons.     So carried away by D'Orsay's splendour was Forster that he was heard shouting out above the hubbub of voices to his servant  Henry:  "Good heavens, sir, butter for the Count's flounders ! "
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